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Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest,
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed !
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head,,

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest*

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn,
111 miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn,

And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hap-
less fate.
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